Life is so exciting. Isn't it? 


Being born in the biggest, brightest city is a great start for any person. 
Both parents are caring and supportive. Was accepted to the best 
school. Had the best grades. Landed that amazing job. Everything she 
ever dreamed was obtained. Life was the best, wasn't it? Then, why 
wasn't she happy? 


She stopped going to work and refused to talk to her parents. They 
were extremely worried, but knew she was fine. She didn't live far and 
they would often see her wander to work. Until one day, she stopped. 
They called her job and found out she stopped coming in. They 
scrambled to find their precious daughter. But, it was as if she 
vanished. 


The wind blew aggressively against the young girl, nearly tipping her 
over. She held onto the rope railing as she boarded the cruise ship. 
Her long blonde hair spilling down her back. The girl was alone as she 
struggled to carry her luggage to her room. The ship bellowed and 
moaned the whole way. It was her first time on a cruise ship, and she 
wanted it to be worth her while. She understood there probably would 
be nothing to go back to. She left her job at the most prestigious 
fashion label. As well as ghosting her family. 


This wasn't the life she wanted, she just needed to see if there was 
more. There had to be. She wasn't even sure what she wanted. Love? 
A fling? Some excitement? Who knows, only that she wanted to try 
anything to keep her stimulated in this boring world. 


After throwing her luggage into her room (it really wasn't a room, more 
like a closet) she ventured around the ship. She gazed upon the many 
couples and families in the room. The music and cheers that erupted 


from the center of the ship. The young woman joined in on the fun as 
the ship celebrated its voyage to the sea. The night was young and 
she was determined to have fun. The girl drank her worries away and 
found herself on the arms of many young men. She had felt their 
breath against hers and whenever they got too close she gracefully 
moved onto the next guest. This is what she wanted, right? 


After one too many drinks, and one too many men the young stumbled 
to the side of the ship, away from the action. Her stomach was turning 
and the lights began to blur all around her. She shook her head and 
took deep breaths. 


"Hey, Miss? Are you okay?" she heard a young man call to her. 


She had thought she shook off all the men, guess there was one still 
following her. 


"Yeah, | just needed a breather. I'm all right," she smiled at the man 
with a hand up, her eyesight was failing her. She could barely make 
out his feature. Apart from his cologne and bronze hands. 


The girl instinctively moved away from his hands, making her foot 
collapse in and making her fall. The man quickly caught her in his 


arms. She shoved the man and he quickly let go. 


"Miss! You look like you're about to pass out. | promise you, | only 
want to help you," 


"I'm sure..." the girl hiccuped. 


The man sighed. He knew this wasn't going to end well if he stayed 
any longer. 


"Look just get to your room in one piece. | don't trust these other guys 
one bit and I've seen you with nearly all of them" the man left her. 


She was struck. How could he just leave her like that. All through the 
night it was her that had the power to come and go. It felt as if she 
was dumped from a guy she couldn't even see. The young woman 
tumbled to her knees, she looked up and around and it hit her. She 
was really all alone. Her head touched the floor of the deck, and she 
sobbed quietly. 


It was the second night and she took a seat by the bar on the outside 
deck of the ship. She sipped her drink and watched as the party 
began to start up. The wind whipped around the ship, this wouldn't 
stop the party though. The theme was "Pacific Islanders" and many 
palm tree decorations littered the deck. People wearing grass skirts 
and unhappy faces while dancing. The working girls who winked at the 
guests, and sighed the second they were out of DJ was going through 
the motions of picking songs. The girl eyed the bartenders and 
waitresses, they all had a job to perform. All of which is probably a 
miserable life. Everyone had a role to play, get to point A to point B. 
Maybe if you're lucky no one will bother you. No boss to embarrass 
you, no one to impress or double cross. It didn't matter your job or 
position. It was all the same. 


"Why if it isn't Wobble Legs" 
The young woman turned her head. She could faintly make out the 


back of a man, he didn't move as she heard the ice of the drink the 
man held move and crack. 


"Ah, are you my savior from last night?" the young woman turned back 
to face the bar, if this man wasn't going to make the effort of looking 
her in the eye, neither will she. 


"You shouldn't give me such praise. It might go to my head. " he 
chuckled. "Well I'm glad no one abducted you last night." 


"Please, | can take care of myself" 
"You sure about that? | think your weak legs beg to differ" 
"Ew...So you did continue to watch me" the woman rolled her eyes. 


"Of course, | wanted to make sure you were safe. You looked pretty 
lonely..." the man drifted off. 


"Not even, | had all the company | could ever want." She was feeling 
defensive now. 


"And that's why. It's easy to be alone around so many people. You can 
often lose yourself" 


She fell silent and listened intently to this man. How much did she 
want to listen to, maybe he knew. Maybe he could tell her the 
problems of this world, maybe he could fix it all. Then it hit her, like it 
always has. The music was beginning to drown his voice and her eyes 
fixated on the empty glass. It was no use. Life would get in the way, 
she couldn't give herself to listen to him anymore. She got up and left, 
the party was starting anyway. The young man looked back and saw 
the young lady walking away. He sighed heavily and ordered another 
drink. The girl was a lost cause, why keep pursuing her? 


Another long night, this time she was tangled arm in arm with a man. 
They laughed giddily as they got closer to her room. She knew she 
had to get rid of this man, and quickly. No way was she letting him 
know where she stayed, at least not this early on. 


"| best be going..." she gulped down her words as she felt her 
stomach betray her. A full night of drinking on a moving ship will do 
that. 


"Come on babe..." at that moment she felt his lips by her ear. All the 
alarms were blaring from her head. This was a bad situation. 


She pushed the man away and he fell over like a ton of bricks. He was 
still laughing the whole time. Her hair, which was neatly in a bun, fell 
over her shoulder and at that moment the strap on her left shoe gave 
out. She collapsed by the man's legs. Making the man holler even 
more. 


"Just admit it babe! You're just as messed up as me. Don't even try to 
act like you're better, or that I'm just a sleaze. Me an' you are just the 
same. Don't even pull that victim card on me, you knew very well what 
you were doing. | Know your type, want to act coy, then trap me into a 
situation because "things went wrong". No need to play along, just 
wanted to see how far you would go." he stood up holding onto the 
metal bar. He left the girl on the floor, still laughing. 


She just sat on the floor, paralyzed. How much she wanted to be a 
high class girl. Have all the men around her finger. And man after 
man, it seemed as if they knew the part. They knew the game, she 
wasn't being cute. She wasn't being coy. She was just following a role, 
a part. The woman couldn't even be seductive and spontaneous. 
Everyone could see through her, what was the point. 


It has been about 6 days at sea, and the young woman stood by the 
railing, observing the night sky and listening to the crashing waves. 
She watched as the gray skies turned to black and the wind whipping 
hadn't stopped. It has been incredibly windy since she arrived here. 
No doubt a bad omen, she should've just ditched the second she 
could and go back to her life. She wasn't partaking in the party, it 
bored her to tears now. There was no point, no magic. 


"Why, | haven't seen you in a while" the woman looked to the side, all 
she saw was that bronze hand and she knew who it was. 


No don't. 


The young woman sighed, she didn't want to play anymore. She was 
done with it. Maybe she would just go home, apologize to her family. 
Beg for her job. What more could she do? The man kept his distance 
but leaned against the banister where the woman was. He let the 
ocean make conversation, and the stars brighten the scenery. 
Suddenly the man perked up and he pointed to the sky. 


"Hey look! A shooting star!" 


Her eyes shoot up and he is correct, a sea of stars shoot through the 
sky and they both watch in awe. She begins to feel tearful and biting 
her lip. A wish huh?... 


"You know, | wish for free meals and free drinks," he laughed. "I think 
both of us could use the extra money" he looked at her and noticed 
she wasn't even looking up, her face down and her body shivering. He 
cleared his throat "You know...you have a great smile". 


The woman's head looked the other way. She wanted no part of this, 
not from him. He was supposed to be different. No please, not you 
too. Don't play this part. 


"You just need to have your eyes smile sometimes too" the man spoke 
softly, wanting nothing more than to comfort this shaky girl. She stood 
still, not moving and unresponsive. "| know you aren't shallow, you 
would've still been schmoozing with these men if you were. All of them 
come from big money, and I'm sure you know. | can feel that you know 
who they are, and you know who you are. | don't know where you 
came from, and where you're going. But, your future is bright...." 


Everything is at a standstill. These two young people with red faces, 
and beating hearts. The man now understands how silly this all may 
be. He even repeats his speech back in his head and wonders if he 
just slurred his words into a jumbled mess. Heart to hearts and 
drinking really don't mix. 


"| don't know..." he stands there awkwardly looking up to the night sky. 
Hoping maybe a meteor can just end him so he doesn't have to feel 
the embarrassment tomorrow morning. 


"Are you here alone?" the girl finally responds. 


"Yeah, but being alone isn't bad. Family isn't always what it's cracked 
up to be" he sighs in relief as he got a response from her. 


"You're right...I'm alone too. | came here out of a silly idea. | just 
wanted to run away, maybe find something new and exciting. | left 
everything behind on a whim" 


"Eh...some of the best things in life were made on a whim. That's what 
makes people so fascinating" 


"Look at you Mr. Poet" the girl scoffed. 


"Oh ho, now | get my own nickname! I'm flattered". He hears her 
laugh, it is the first time he's done so. She stops and is silent. 


"| threw away my life. Just for a silly idea. |....think | made a mistake. 
I'll never be able to return" the woman trembles. 


The air begins to pick up, and in the back men are talking loudly and 
the workers begin to scramble on the deck. The young man looks 
back and notices the chaos starting and the sky beginning to growl. 
Yet when he looks back to the woman, it is as if time has stopped. 
Hope is lost and nothing but a gray aura surrounds her. He feels her 
sinking and drowning, there will never be hope for her unless... 


"You're still young, and you don't owe anyone anything. 
Please....listen to me Miss. Live freely" for the first time she looks up 
to the sky. This man who has been talking to her, giving her attention, 
while she treated him like trash. This wasn't the role she wanted, who 
was this kind man? She turned her head over to his... 


"You deserve to live freely too..." 


"Starboard rudder! Head south!" the captain yelled to his men. 
Everyone was panicking. They were just informed of a tropical storm 
headed their way. The captain has informed the staff as they went to 
all parts of the ship to have the guests take shelter. However, some 
were still roaming on the deck and needed to leave, now! 


"Negative, we have no control captain!" 


"Try harder! If we don't make this we won't survive! We can't risk 
hitting that wave!" 


"Captain, its already too late! If we hit that wave at our low speed we'll 
only capsize!" 


All the men looked to the captain, they understood the situation and 
waited for his call. The captain clenched his fist. They could lose 
someone, or others. If they could keep the ship afloat though, more 
lives would be saved. 


"Speed up men! Go GO GO!" the captain roared. 


Before the young woman could finish her sentence the floor beneath 
them jolted, the man quickly regained his balance, but spotted gold 
flowing hair falling to the side of him. Her blue eyes turning to him, her 
face pale and void of feeling and emotion. Not once did she scream, 
not once did she flinch. Why wasn't she fighting!? 


| just want to give up.... 


The man jumped over the rail with one arm holding onto the ship and 
his other latching to the young woman. He snatched her hand in 
midair and they both slammed against the ship, the woman cried in 
pain as he yelped. The storm was beating down on them, the rain 
stabbing their skin. She looked up to this man, and never could she 
make him out. His features, washed by the rain, washed by her tears, 
washed by the drinks, washed by her prejudices. He was an unknown 
to her, that is all he'll ever be. 


"Keep smiling!" The man yelled "Your future is bright! Don't you ever 
give up!" he gripped her hand. She was looking down at this point, 
they knew very well what would happen next. "There are still many 
wonderful things both me and you have in store! So don't think the 
world is empty. | promise you, there are people who will give you joy. If 
you don't have them now, then find them!" they knocked against the 
boat again. This time he lost his grip and she collapsed like a broken 
doll and vanished into the sea. He screamed and shouted for her. He 
never knew her name, aside from her hair, her face was hidden to 
him. 


They were nothing but strangers. That was their role. That didn't mean 
the man had to accept that. The crew was calling out to the man and 
arms reached for him. He looked up and smiled back at the crew, only 
to let go of the rope. 


